EVENING

IT was wonderful the way Georgie Radcliffe had managed
to lend an illusion of home and permanence to that sitting-
room in the Grand Hotel du Monde merely by moving
the furniture about, by adding two or three old pieces of
her own picked up since she had been out here, by flowers
and photographs. When the waiter had left the coffee
and brandy on the table and turned out all the lights
except the two amber-shaded reading lamps which illumin-
ated gently a corner of the room cut off from those bleak
double-doors of continental hotels by a high lacquer screen,
it might have been a butler who had gone out of the room,
and this might have been the hostess's favourite corner in
an English country house. Well, not quite, Waterlow
thought smiling, for in a country house the hostess's bed-
room would not have opened out of her favourite corner.
He glanced at the door which had hidden her for a few
moments' colloquy with her mirror, and after pouring
himself out a glass of brandy and lighting a cigarette he
chose the armchair which faced that door, leaving to his
hostess the wide, comfortable, brightly-cushioned settee
that ran the length of the high lacquer screen, a tub of
oleander in full rosy bloom at its head. It was going to
be difficult to introduce the subject of Captain Paul
Drimys. Such a topic would interrupt the charming
and intimate atmosphere of the evening as effectually
as if the spruce little dago were to pay an unexpected visit